
The HiBorieof King Lear, 

And flop, I haue aduanct thee, ifthou doft 
As this inftru&s thee, thou doft make thy way 
To noble fortunes, know thou this that men 
Are as the time is, to be tender minded 
Does not become a fword, thy great imploymenc 
Will not beare queftion, either fay thout do’t. 

Or thriue by other meanes. 

Cap. Ile do’t my Lord. 

Baft. About it, and write happy when thou haft don, 
Marled fay inftantly, and carie it fo 
As I haue fet it downe. 

Cap- I cannot draw a cart, nor eate dride oats. 

If it bee mans worke ile do’t. 

Enter Duke, tht two Ladies, and others . 

Alb. Sir you haue fhewedto day your valiant ftrain, 
And Fortune led you well you haue the captiues 
That were the oppofites of this dayes ftrife. 

We doe require then bFyou ' fo to vfethem, 

As we (hall find their merits, and our fafty 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir I thought it fit. 

To faue the old and miferablc King to fome retention, 
Whofe age has charmes in it.whofe title more 
T o pluck the coren bolfom of his fide. 

And turnc our imp reft launces in our eyes 
Which doe commaund them,with him I fent the queen 
My rcafon,all the fame and they are readie to morrow. 
Or at further fpace, to appeare where you (hall hold 
Your feffion at this time, mee fweat and bleed. 

The friend hath loft his friend, and the beft quarrels 
In the heat are curft, by thofe that feele their (harpes, 
The queftion of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alb. Sir by your patience, 

I hold you but a fubiett of this warre,not as a brother. 

Rcjr. That’s as we lift to grace him, 

Methinkes our pleafure fhould haue beene demanded 

Ere you had fpoke fo farre, he led our powers. 


Bot« 


The Histerieef King Tear, 

Rare the commiflion ofmy place andperfon, 

P h ‘ e which (mediate may well ftand vp, 

hot, in his ownc grace hee doth exalt himfclfc • 

” he cojD-pw* the beft. 

C That were the moft, if hee fhould husband you. 

R ' Lady I am not well, els I fhould anfwere 
From a full flowing ftomack, Generali 
Take thou my fouldiers,pnfoners,patrimonie, 

Witnes the world that I create thee here 
Mv Lord and maifter. 

Gon. Meane you tomioy him then ? 

Alb. The letalone lies not in your goodwill. 

<%^ft. Nor in thine Lord. 

Alb. Halfe blouded fellow, yes. 

<Baft Let the drum ftrike, and prouemy tnlegood. 

tAlb, Stay yet, hearereafon, F^WIarreftthee 
On capitall treafon,and in thine attaint. 

This gilded Serpent, for yourclaime faire filter 
I bareir in the intereft of my wife, 

Tisfhe is fubcontra&ed to this Lord 
And I her husband contradift the banes. 

If you will mary, make your loueto me. 

My Lady is befpoke, thou art arm’d Glofter, 

If none appeare to proue vpon thy head. 

Thy hainous,manifeft,and many treafons, 

Thereis my pledge, ile proue it on thy heart 

Ere I taft bread, thou art in nothing Idle 
Then I haue here proclaimd thee. 

Re<r. Sicke, 6 ficke. 

Gon. Ifnot, ile ne’retruft poyfon, , 

Baft. Ther’ s my exchange, what in thewor.d he is* 

That names me tray tor, villain-like he lies. 

Call by thy trumpet, he that dares approach. 

On him,on you, who not, I will maintains 
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